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My Friend 


Author's Notes: 

Man i don't know why i started this, I'm surprised no one has written any Stone/Jeff yet. | have big plans for 
this story, but this chapter is pretty tame. 

don't worry l'm still working on my other AU story. 


| just needed a little break and write this since this idea has been plaguing my thoughts. 


As I'm getting ready | try to think of what to say when | see him, the very thought of talking to him makes 


my stomach churn We were friends after all, | wanted someone to talk too, need someone, anyone... 


| sigh heavily tying back my hair, I'm exhausted. What any normal human being would do, is go to bed after 


working an eleven hour shift. Having poured and steamed so much coffee it was enough to make myself sick 
| rub my eyes, | want to see him. 


| don't think he has any idea how much of an anchor he is, besides being a smart ass little shit head 


| think he's been avoiding me, since Andy was pulled off life support. None of us in the band were the same, we 
parted ways. Since there would have been no way we could have continued like we had, Andy was the life and 
start of it all 

Now it feels like my heart hurts, letting out a shaky sigh 

| won't get emotional over this, not now at least 

| grab my hat, my keys, and taking my bike that was leaned against my apartment wall 

| open the door a bit awkwardly, as | tried to roll my bike out 

"Hey hey.. In a hurry?" A voice huffed. 

My eyes flickered up seeing Stone, well speak of the devil 

At least this makes this whole thing easier 

"Hey man.. | was actually. About to come by your place.. Since you didn't answer your phone" | answer him 
"Well if | didn't answer wouldn't you assume | wouldn't be home?" Stone crossed his arms. 


‘| was gonna stop by work, see if you came in" | lean a little against my bike. 


For some reason | can't help but smile, especially when | see Stone scowl at me. My smile grows more, as 


Stone's frown turned into a light smirk. 

"I didn't have to work today." Stone's smirk soon disappears, his expression blank. 
Stone was always hard to read, his name suited him all too well. 

"So you're here because?" | ask 

"Well what? You were going to see me right? Why?" He huffed at me. 

"Hey now.. Don't change the subject Stoney Poney. | asked you first" | smile again 


If | didn't know any better | could have sworn | seen Stone blush, | don't say anything. I'll indulge him today 


since it is nice to see him, without really realizing it | was smiling the entire time. 


"Would you stop smiling like a god damn idiot!" Stone huffs up like some fluffy fowl on a rampage. 


"No. If you got your bike down stairs, lets go for a ride together." | offer to him. 
Stone frowns at me, shaking his head, “fine.” He grumbles. 
"Alright now scoot." | smile at him again. 


Once Stone steps aside | lock up, and carry my bike over my shoulder as we head down the stairs together. 


Still in silence mind you, | also wonder if it's possible Stone's not sure what to say either. 

| try not to think much of it, since usually | get lost in my thoughts pretty bad if I'm left alone. 
| follow Stone to wear he has his bike chained up against a light pole, | get on mine as | wait for him. 
"The usual route?" | ask him, he gives me a nod. 

We use to ride a lot together, through parks, streets, and the woods. 

We were usually pretty much joined at the hip before Andy died. 

Talking each other late at night, after a show we put on, after work, or whatever. 

God | miss it.. 

My stomach pains me again, | shake it off as we pedal down the less busy side streets. 

| don't say anything, and neither does Stone. 

The only real noise that evident, was our tires against the asphalt as we pedaled along. 

After a while, once we head through the park, | start a conversation 

Since there were no people around, | hoped this would be some encouragement. 


Stone was a private man, he never liked sharing his feelings. His expression usually blank, having his smart ass 


quips at the ready, along with his signature sarcasm. He was a hard man to get to know, but | knew him.. 
"So.. Have you been working on anything?" | ask, pretending to sound curious. 


| knew Stone was working on music, having heard it from our friend Mike. | was hoping maybe Stone would 
share some of it with me, if not hearing the music, but at least talking about it with me. 


"Like what?" Stone acts oblivious. 


| hear it in his voice, | also notice he starts to speed up a litle bit. | easily keep up with him, being side by 
side. 


"Like music | mean.. " | clarify myself this time. 

"Yep." Stone answers back, his pedaling going faster as he passes me now. 
| frown, my stomach churns again 

I'd hope for something, even a scrap of a conversation with him. 
Eventually | move my legs faster and catch up with him again. 


| don't pry any further, since it was obvious Stone didn't want to talk about it with me. It was a pity, since 
music was part of our lives, but it also cut a good chunk of it out with Andy. 


| can only assume that, music is just a hobby now for Stone. He works and writes music for fun, no more 


going on stage. 

Not now, but there was a flicker of hope that maybe myself and Stone could start another band together. 
It was always the two of us anyways, we could do it again, start over again. 

| let out a small sigh, when Stone decides to finally slow down 

| would give anything to know what he was thinking right now. 


"Yeah?" He turns his head to look at me for a moment, his eyes almost glaring at me with those sharp green 


eyes. 
| quickly turn my head my eyes focused on the trail, "you alright?" | manage to get out. 
"Why?" | can hear him scowling at me without even seeing it. 


"Well uh.. You're my friend and | would like to know how my friend is doing." Two could play at this game in 
smart ass quips, though it was a bit unlike me usually | backed down quite a bit. 


"l'm fine." | hear him sigh. 


Again | don't pry any further, | was about to ask him if he wanted to get something to eat. Before | do he 
starts talking again. 


"I think I'm gonna head home.. l'm getting too tired" He pretends to yawn at me. 


Disappointed | nod, maybe I'd try another day, possibly tomorrow. 
"Alright, Ill see you around then" | smile at him. 


He doesn't even look at me when he says goodbye, | stop pedaling and watching him go down a different trail. | 
watch him till he is no longer in sight. 


Maybe another day, he'll let me in 


EL Kill Him. 


Author's Notes: 
| don't know | thought it would be a bit necessary to get into both of their views, just so you have a better 
understanding of each of them for this story. 


| lie awake in my bed, staring at my ceiling | couldn't sleep all night. 
Rolling over | frown, "I think I'm depressed." Saying to myself. 
| haven't really been doing anything, besides working at the coffee shop again 


I've worked on some music, recorded it, and played it for Mike when he popped in for a visit. | usually don't like 


to share things, unless it was with Andy, then Jeff 

Sighing and grumbling, “don't think of Andy" | say over and over again like a type of mantra 

| needed to keep those feelings buried, | pull the blarkets over my head, and try to think of something else. 
| hear my phone ringing, | don't feel like answering it. | let the machine get it 


With my bedroom door wipe open, and it being quiet in my apartment. | can easily hear the machine record the 


message. 


‘Hey Stone it's me Jeff.. Just wanted to talk to you since it's been awhile.. Obviously you're not home.. Well.. 
Give me a call back.. Miss you and stuff. Bye: 


| had pulled back the blankets having heard Jeff's voice, | missed that loser. 


| hadn't talk to Greg or Bruce since Andy passed away, | talked to Jeff a little. Since he was closer to Andy 


than | was, | wasn't prepared to completely severe the friendship like | had done with anyone else. 


Maybe if | left now | could catch Jeff still at his house, since | knew he worked a lot of overnights. He would 
be sleeping, or maybe | can break into his apartment and wait for him. Since it wasn't the first time | did that. 


| chuckle a little under my breath when | think back to it. | thought he was going to kick my ass when he saw 


me cooking in his kitchen, because | was bored waiting. 


Maybe | could do that again, nah.. 


| sigh again, | should see him though, | miss that dumb ass's smile. 
| liked our talks about Judas Priest, or whatever bands Jeff cared about. 


He usually let me do the talking though, that was one thing | liked about Jeff. He was a good listener, he never 
interrupted me. Like a good country boy he was, | chuckle a litle. 


"lll see him" | finally come to the decision 
Rolling out of bed | get dressed, brushing out my tangled hair | start to think to myself 
"That fucker will be happy to see me." | smile to myself in the mirror. 

Now l'm not completely conceded or anything, but | know the truth when | see it 


Jeff was my friend, he reminded me of some type of faithful dog. Like a lab or something, someone who was 
always happy to see you, loving loyal, everything | look for in a man.. 


| blush deeply, did | really just think that?.. 

Jeff was totally straight as an arrow, no matter how sweet he was to me. Sure he dressed a bit effeminate 
and junk, but that was only because of the bands we were in. That was the style, the trend of bands we were 
following. 

| slammed my hair brush down on my dresser, "stupid shit" | hiss. 

| bury the thoughts aside, like | did everything else. 

"Mh." | grumble, grabbing my hat and keys | stomp out of my apartment. 

Unlocking my bike once | get outside, | ride pretty fast on the way to Jeff's apartment. 

"Fucking shit face fucking ass fucker." | hiss darkly. 

Anger and passive are my two moods everyone knows, since that's all | ever show, or let anyone see. 

It's easier like this, it's easier to let everything think l'm a fucking asshole than some pissbaby. 


l'm a little out of breath when | get to his apartment, | chain up my bike as | gather my bearings. 


He doesn't need to know | rode my bike like some type of lunatic, or think | was in some type of a hurry to get 


over here. 


Letting out a having sigh, | fix my hair a bit. 
| look up at the apartment building | secretly hope he's not home. 
Itching my head as | make it to his apartment, "mh." | frown. 


| stare at the wooden numbers on his door, only as I'm about to knock. | hear the chain lock jingle, with the 


door opening. 
"Hey hey.. In a hurry?" | huff at him. 


He tells me he called me and wanted to come by, and of course like the dumbass | am | give a smart ass 


response to him. 

| was gonna stop by work, see if you came in" Jeff tells me. 

We work at the same coffee shop, but somehow we never see each other. 

Well that was because | worked the morning shift, and he worked over nights. 

God would he just stop smiling, i can feel myself getting more annoyed that god damn stupid ass smile. 


| try to change the subject, when he tries to badger me about why | came over. I'm not really sure myself, 


but he doesn't need to know that either. 
"Would you stop smiling like a god damn idiot!" | huff at him. 


Even if we got in a fight, I'd lose that much is certain. Jeff doesn't even bat an eye at me, he just keeps 


smiling at me, like he knew something | didn't. That annoys me even more, | adjust my hat. 
Then he asks me if I'd wanna go for a bike ride, | agree. 


We use to do this all the time, | miss it just a little. We walk down together, | unlock my bike and hop on it 


once we get outside. 


Riding through familiar neighborhoods, and to the park. It was surprisingly quiet for once, usually there'd be 
rowdy teenagers hanging around the fountain, but not today. 


Jeff's also quiet, well this is something | could get use too, usually I'm the one that was a totally gabbier. This 


is nice though, very nice. Just going for a ride together, no talking from either of us. 


"So.. Have you been working on anything?" | hear Jeff ask me. 


| frown, wondering who the fuck was the gossip and told Jeff what | was up to. It only took me a moment to 


figure out it was Mike, oh I'd kill him later.. 

| tell him | am, but don't go into any further detail 

Surprisingly Jeff doesn't ask me anything else, which worries me now. 

Jeff usually has a lot of questions for me, and well everything | do, he's always a bit proud looking when he 
would listen to my stuff. | blush a little at the thought, | don't need his approval. Me and Mike will have our 


new band, and Jeff won't be apart of it. It'll be fresh and new. 


| love Jeff, but he doesn't always need to be around, | toss my hair over my shoulder. Yeah thats how it'll be, 
no if, ands, or butts about it. 


| feel him staring at me even in my own thoughts, | glare back at him. 

"What?" | frown 

He asks me if I'm alright, what the fuck is that suppose to mean? If I'm alright? 
Course I'm fucking alright, I'm right as rain, never better. 

"Why?" I'm practically hissing at him. 

"Well uh.. You're my friend and | would like to know how my friend is doing.” He tells me. 
Oh so now Jeff is learning about how to be a smart ass, | narrow my eyes at him. 

‘lm fine." | sigh, I'm growing tired of him by the second. 

l'm about ready to knock his country bumpkin ass off of his bike, if he keeps bothering me with these stupid 
small talk questions. 

We ride for a bit longer, | need to get away from Jeff. 

Thinking this was totally a bad idea, | give a lame excuse, and ride off back home. 


"Stupid ass..Fucker.." | grip the handles on my bike, and get home rather quickly. 


Thinking maybe | should call Mike and have him come over so we can jam, and also kill him for telling Jeff 


anything. 


No Privacy. 

"What the fuck Mikel?" Stone yelled, towering over Mike who looked clueless. 

"What?" Mike sheepishly looked up. 

"Oh you know what you didl" Stone's eyes narrowed. 

Mike was pretending to tune his guitar, thinking maybe if he ignored Stone long enough he would go away. 
Keeping his head down, he avoided the others gaze. 

Stone frowned deeply, knowing Mike wouldn't talk if he continued to be rough with him. 


"Mikey." Stone coved slightly, sitting down next to the small guitarist. 


Mike got a weird shiver up his spine, and not the good kind either. He knew that tone Stone was giving, and it 


was not something he liked. 
"Now did you or did you not tell Jeff my business?" Stone smiled, brushing back Mike's long hair. 


"W-Well.. We kinda did talk about you.. Cause he asked and stuff." Mike flushed, making sure to keep his head 


down. 
"What did you tell him." Stone's voice getting a bit firm. 


"I. Told him how you were and stuff... Cause you were never picking up your phone and he was getting worried 


about you.." Mike admitted. 
"What else?" Stone had his fingers playing with Mike's long dark locks. 


"Uh-hh... Well.. We kinda talked about music.. And | said | was jamming a lot with you recently." Mike mumbled 


out 
Stone let out an annoyed sigh, “why the fuck were you telling him my business Mike?" He frowned 
"W-Well he asked mel It's not like you told me | couldn't talk to him about stuff." Mike squeaked out 
"Yes | fucking did! | told you don't tell Jeff my business" Stone hissed, pinching Mike's cheek roughly, 
‘Nuh uh!" Mike slapped his hand away, trying to recollect when Stone told him that 


"Wait.. Was it when got high and recorded that stuff?.." Mike smiled sheepishly remembering. 


Stone gave a nod, narrowing his eyes further at Mike. 
"Oh.Ha ha.. Forgot." Mike forced a laugh, and scooting away from Stone a bit. 
"Well don't forget again!" Stone hissed. 


"Well its dumb you don't want him to know anything.. He's your guy Stone!" Mike huffed, managing to get 
enough confidence to talk back to Stone. 


"My guy? HAH. That's bull Mikey. | have no ‘guy’." Stone got up from the couch to go into the kitchen getting a 
bit annoyed with Mike. 


"He is though! | mean you guys are totally magic together! | mean in Green River, and in Mother Love Bone!" 


He piped up. 


"That's over with Mike, for crying out loud. Don't you think | want to just start over huh? Without anyone 


from my past hanging around, | clean start our new band with new people?" Stone yelled back from the kitchen 
"W-Well.. | can understand that..But what about Jeff?.." Mike pouted. 


"What about him? He can do what he wants, he's a good player. He can start his own band or join another one 


for all | care." Stone sighed, having come back with two beers in hand. 
He reluctantly handing Mike one, who gratefully accepted. 
"| don't think that's fair to Jeff." Mike mumbled out before taking a sip of beer. 


"Fair to Jeff? What about me, don't | have any say in this?" Stone kicked back his legs on the coffee table, and 


leaned back against the sofa. 


"| mean.. t's weird not seeing you guys attached at the hip anymore Stone.. You guys can come up with great 
stuff together. All I'm saying is, just don't give it up yet? Would it be worth it to give up your brother? He 
loves you and cares about you. If it was me.. | would at least give him the common courtesy of sharing with 
him a little. He's always been supportive of you, who knows he might feel the same way Stone. Wanting to 
start over, but that doesn't mean he can't be supportive of your work at the same time." Mike sighed, then 


knocking back the rest of his beer. 


God Stone hated how Mike could have a really good point. Mulling it over he figured maybe he could at least do 
that for Jeff.. 


"Will you promise something Stone?" 


"What?" Stone frowned. 


"Promise me you'll talk with him this week.Okay?" Mike pouted. 
Stone rolled his eyes, but when he felt and seen Mike giving him those puppy eyes he eventually agreed. 


"Fine fine whatever I'll talk to that loser..God" Stone looked up at the ceiling, then flushing a bit when Mike 
tackled hugged him into the sofa. 


"Great!" Mike chimed, hugging Stone tightly. 


"Yeah yeah.." Stone sighed patting Mike on the back 


Having a long day at work Stone was grateful to be home once again, hanging up his keys as he yawned loudly. 


Coming over to the answering machine seeing he had 23 messages blinking. 

Stone had a slight pang of worry wondering if something bad happened, but usually if it was a family 
emergency or something. He was sure they'd call him at work about it, playing the messages as he walked into 
the kitchen 

‘Hey Stone it's Mike, just wondering if you called Jeff yet? Alright well talk to you later! 


‘Stone hey what's going on, well | thought | could catch you at work, but you were on your lunch break 


Anyways did you see Jeff yet? 
‘Hey Stone | can call Jeff for you if you're too scared too, | think Il do that, alright well talk to later! 


After the tenth message, Stone dropped his cereal bowl against the kitchen counter with his eyes going wide. 


Stomping over to the phone, Stone was about ready to throw the answering machine out the window. 
Thankfully his phone rang, stopping the messages from playing for the moment. 
"HELLO?" Stone hissed into the receiver. 


"Hey Stoney, whats up, well | figured | could give you another ringing seeing as your lights on and stuff." 


Mike's voice chimed. 


Stone was about to go into a yelling rant, but stopped himself. When Mike said something about his lights being 


on. 


He stepped over to the window, and peeked out. His eyes scanning over the darkened street, then eventually 


falling onto a payphone with Mike waving at him. 
Why did his friends have to be such weirdos.. 
"What do you want Mike?" Stone stepped away from the window, then rubbing his temples. 


"Did you talk to Jeff yet? You guys should have totally crossed paths today, since you worked an extra hour." 
Mike huffed. 


"Mike.. What the fuck.. Why are you being a fucking stalker!?" Stone frowned, stomping off to the kitchen to 


clean up his mess. 
"Well what YOU can be a stalker but not me?" Mike pouted. 
"lm not a damn stalker." Stone hissed, wiping up spilled milk with a rag. 


"Uh... Yeah you are, you use to stalk Jeff at his job, and follow him around cause you wanted him to join Green 


River." Mike said matter of fact. 

"That was ages ago, and | was stupid" Stone flushed slightly. 

"Yeah and you got a job at his work to keep can eye on him." 

"Mike | swear to God | will kill you if you don't knock it off." He hissed. 
"Fine fine.. But are you gonna talk to Jeff?" Mike smiled into the receiver. 


If Stone heard Jeffs name one more time, he thought he was gonna lose it and throw both Mike and Jeff into 
Puget. 


"Fine FINE I'll fucking call Jeff tomorrow, God damn it! And don't call me again Mike or so me God!" Stone yelled 
into the phone before clicking the end button 


Stone let out a very heavy sigh, he seriously needed to make some new friends. 
After hanging up the phone he looked out the window, with Mike giving him to thumbs up. 


Stone ran away from the window picking up a few empty beer cans and throwing them out the window. 


"GET THE FUCK OUT OF HERE MIKE!" He screamed, all of the cans missing the small guitarist who ran off 
laughing into the night. 


It would be lucky if Stone didn't Kill Jeff when he seen him next. 


